CHAPTER V

A HAPPY LIFE

CLOSE on a year had passed since David
Arnot landed again in Scotland; and, during
this entire time, he had so prospered that the
tragic warnings of the Paduan sage receded
further and further into the dim recesses of
memory.

He had come from Italy prepared for strife
and bitterness, for contumely and ridicule and
dogged opposition; but to his astonishment
his difficulties had been smoothed away as if
by some invisible power. His reputation as a
doctor had been made with what appeared
marvellous rapidity. What mattered that
physicians criticised his methods and belittled
his successes ? His patients judged him by
results; and these in nearly every case had
bettered his best hopes.

His most signal triumph was a cure wrought
on the Earl of Menteith and the Isles; a
generous nobleman who showed Ms gratitude
by putting into Arnot's hand a purse of gold.,
and by conferring on him permission to live in
the deserted Priory of Inchmahome, This
latter benefit was Arnot's own especial choice.